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Sneered Ohittu, the Scornful;  but Larki said, "A dowry is better than lips that are red. In love it is property wins."
"All's over between us," the maiden cried.
" If I marry you I'll be blessed I" But of course she meant something stronger than
that. " Wish you joy of your Kola ! Glad you like fat! "
And she ran like a thing possessed.
II
But when she reached the wall of the fort,
She saw in the shade of the gate A jeweller, spreading his glittering ware Of emeralds and diamonds and rubies rare,
On gold and silver plate,
To show to the queens in the palace near,
The wives of the Ratherpur chief. The maiden's eyes went opening wide, Her little throat gulped and she gaily cried,
"They're lovely past belief.
" Oh ! do let me look ! just one little look 1"
The jolly jeweller laughed. "You may take a peep as an act of grace, For the sake of your winning eyes and face,
Which are toys make all of us daft.
"But I will not trust those fingers quick. So hands behind, my child!"